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E toping cits, by morn who whet, 
WW Scarce wake before your doſe ye get; 
Who ſoak whole days at ale or port, 
ery Altho* ye oft pay dearly for't ; 

Until your home ye cannot find, 

Nor ſee the world, ye are fo blind, 

More than the little ſneaking pup, 

Whoſe eyes, ſix days, are quite ſhut up ; 

Repair to me, for, I remark 

What's done in publick and the dark; 
I'll teach you truth without a . 

I pity thoſe who cannot fee! 

The L- - d have mercy on the poor- 

Blind ; for, they know not their own door ! 

Nor when they're wrong, nor when they're right, 

They walk by faith, and not by fight ! 

Few days I paſs without a walk, 

Nor ever did my fancy baulk ; 

Of late I took a careful view, 

And ſaw the conduct of a few. 

Beheld a P—tr—t of great note 

Addreſs'd by men, who ſpeak by rote. 
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They told him; Sir, we long have wanted 


A favour, and, we hope, you'll grant it; 
*Tis what your Hr ſoon can do, 
If common cant, or talk, be true. 

On that, he gently ſtept aſide, x 
And whiſper'd (if he's not bely'd) 
Pray, what's the favour, ye demand ? 
Tis granted you, if here I ſtand, 


In caſe, tis in my pow to dot; 


If not; —— I beg yell drop your: ſuit ; 


But, take my word, there's none more fervent 
To be your moſt obedient ſervant. 

The ſuppliants ſaid, *tis our requeſt 
You'll move for nulling of the T—- ; 


Tis hard, that huogry. ſtomachs ſhou'd 


Be bound, by rule, to eat their pud ; 
Conſider ; *tis as great a grief, 

As if we'd laws for eating beef ; 

The truth, good Sir, we cannot ſmother, 


One is unjuſt as is the other; 


We therefore hope, you will relieve us 
From injuries ſo ſad and grievous. 

The P—tr—t ſaid, ye know as well 
As I, your R—ver—ces can tell, 
That pud-rules were made and intended, 
That C— and S— might be defended, 
And therefore ſhould be well obſerv'd, 
Or, he that breaks them ſhou'd be ſtarv'd. 
If one won't eat like other people, 
Then let him not come nigh a Steeple ; 
Or if he thinks the knee is painful, 


Or looks but cring | and diſdainful; 
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At home e'en let him eat his skin-full, 
And nothing do, that's mean or ſinful. 
Moſt ſure I am, ye have no right 
Of our pud, as ye pleaſe, to bite, 
It for our family was made, 
The maſter's rules who ftill obey'd ; 
And not for ſuch ſtiff rumps as you, 
Who never wou'd good breeding ſhew : 
What! Wou'd ye rab us? Wou'd ye? Z—ks! 
Or have the goods of other folks ? 
No; no; That will not do, *egad, 
It wou'd be baſe, unjuſt and bad; 
For, tho' a landlord may be able 
To give his folks a common table ; 
Yet if he ſends no victuals ready, 
One need not give a ſcrap to's daddy 
But may eat wholly by himſelf, 
And, what he leaves, lay on the ſhelf, 
Or make dad ſtand without the door, 
(As moſt folks do unto the poor) 
Or, if he comes in, ſhow good breeding, 
The leaſt he ſhou'd do, if he's needing. 

Ye know too, —— When the roads ye travel, 
Bout victuals ye are apt to cavil ; 
Some are for this ſort, ſome for that, 
And ſome for lean meat, ſome for fat; 
But after all, when ye have try'd it, 
The cafe, by moſt folks, is decided, 
Or, order'd by the mayor party, 
Yet, then ye cram and ſtuff as hearty, 
As if ye had your own eleCtion, 
Which of good manners ſhows perfection, 
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And that ye're condeſcending pupils, 


Who don't ſtand out for idle ſcruples; 
But are content with what is wholeſome, 
Or is not poiſonous or fulſome. 
Beſides, I fancy I have catch d you, 
For, take me, if I have not watch'd you; 
'Egad, — ye ſtill had a good ſwallow, 
When any benefit did follow ; 
Ne'er minded what ye now call conſcience, 


Pho! — that ye reckon'd downright nonſenſe ; 


Ay, f——th; — ye'd yield to any poſture, 

Humble as that of Pater Noſter ; 

Cou'd ye but get a penny more, 

To help to pay the V—atn——r's ſcore. 
Nor, can I think, ye are fuch fools, 

To be againſt maintaining rules 

For eating a right * Piflum Furtum, 

Made a la Mode, Secundum Artem. 

Without this, where wou'd be good breeding? 

Sure none at all; much leſs good feeding; 

Since ev ry hung ry Papiſh wou'd, 

As well as ye, ave at the pud; 

And take ſuch mortal ſliving cuts, 

We oft might riſe with empty guts : 

*Tis well known they make a maſs 

Without once calling for a glaſs ; 

Which ſhows good Romachs, ye muſt think, 

When they can eat fo without drink. 


Sure, ye mult ſee, it really does: 
Why ſhou'd ye then make ſuch a phuſs ? 


. In Engliſh, a baked pudding. 
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Ha, ha; —— ye'd have the ready rhino, 
That is the caſe; — ay, full well I know. 

But, lo! 'tis juſt come i' my head, 
I wou'd adviſe you, with all ſpeed, 
To drive at Bab'lon's ſcarlet whore, - 
That plagues mankind all the world oer; 
And do your bulfinels as ye ſhou'd, 
Nor ſpare th' old dame, nor ſpurious brood, 
But headlong to the D-—1 ſend her, 
With all the bantlings that attend her: 
This done ; —— ye may live at your eaſe, 
And ram down pudding as ye pleaſe ; 
But, till it be, it were a jeſt 
To talk of nulling of the 1—, 

Since Papiſhes wou'd be a public peſt. 
Agreed, cried one; agreed, cried t'other, 
It is a glorious thought, dear brother ; 

It is, Z——ds, tis, I fay again, 

As &er was hatchd in human brain. 
The man ſpeaks well; nor ſhall you find 
A P—tr—t fo good and kind. 
Some may boaſt P— as they pleaſe, 
But B-— deſerves to wear the bays ; 
He has the longeſt, beſt turn'd head, 
Of any one eer Albion bred ; 

He has; ſo we will ſet about it; 

And Popery ſhall at once be routed ; 
Then ſhall we have whereof to boaſt, 
And all our friends a glonous poſt ; 
For, ſure as death, the Pope's interment 
Will ope a door to our preferment. 
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Thus in the work they all engag'd, 
With might and main a war was wag' d; 
A brisk pen-war, it was no * 
To ſacrifice his Holineſs, 
With each Arch-Biſhop, Biſhop, Prieſt, 
(Moſt arch, good f - - th, altho' a jeſt) 
And lay their doughty heads as low, 
As is the ground whereon we go: 
Each making a prodigious pother, 
Some driving one way, ſome another; 
Said one, our couſin Jack, who ſtept in- 
To th' jobbing trade, ſhall be a captain. 
Jom may go into the exciſe, {| 
Ne'er mind what poſt, — be ſoon ſhall nie; 3 
h] theſe are glorious goſpel-days ' 
L—d grant that they may laſt always! 
Brother, — they're. what we long have wanted, 
And for which—often—groan'd—and—grunted ; 


I knew, that things wou'd juſt be ſo, 
By ſpiritual experience; ; oh ! —- 


So true 1t 18, 
Works ſerve no end ; bo; ; — all is F— th! 
Some doubtleſs, Mie. will call him lazy; — 
But, they might fay as well, he's cr—zy. 

A while I ſtood as a ſpectator, 


To ſee the iſſue of the matter; 
But, after ſeveral guns were fir'd, 


And they had vollied, till nigh tir'd; 

The mighty champion was, I found, 

Too ſtrong for them, and ſtood his ground; 
Nor ſeem'd to value all their ruffs, 

More than ſo many little puffs: 


_ Cried 


[9] 

Cried I, — in vain your ſtrength ye ſpend, 
Ye have not skill his days to end ; 
Nor is it fair, if I don't judge ill, 
None for him ſhou'd take up the cudgel. 

So, gentlemen, now with your leave, 
Why all this mighty ftir, I crave? 
Popery's not like the Turks religion, 
Which, ſome fay, was taught by a pigeon ; 
No, no, my friends, ye're very wrong, 
And quite miſtaken in the ſong : 
If ye but hark to what I fay, 
Fil prove my argument this way, 
And ſhew you truth in its true colour, 
If not, then ſay, I am no ſcholar, 
Or don't philoſophize, but ſmatter, 
Nor &er was bred at Ama Mater. 
And here I undertake to prove, 
The P—pe's infallible as Jove. 

Firſt then you'll grant me, I believe, 
That ſeveral objects ſenſe deceive ; 
We think we have 'em, but they're loſt, 
Or vaniſh like 4nchi/e's ghoſt, 
That falfly ſhow'd in human charms, 
And fled the hero's graſping arms. 
They're lubricous, and ſoon evade, 
As does the artful ſlippery ſhade, 
That ſcorns the force of fleſh and blood, 
And flees whatever 'way it wou'd. 

I've in a watry medium looked, 
And ſeen a ſtraight ſtick ſeem like crooked, 
Eſpecially when the ſun ſhin'd ; 
And, that it's ever fo, I find; 

C Since 
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Since Phabus only by his light, 
Exiſtent objects brings to fight ; 
He can't create, elſe he were God, 
The very thought of which were odd. 

I've known, too, in an airy mean, 
Where nothing watry cou'd be ſeen, 
(Ev'n when there was not any ſun-ſhine, 
Nor pallid light reſembling moon-ſhine) 
A ſtraight clean girl to be Miſs-taken, 
For an old dame, who was forſaken, 
Or for her Hudibraſtick ſhoulders, 
Or rifing ſtern, or curve upholders, 
Or two ſtraight legs, that mimic crutches, 
Or for a nymph, like whom none ſuch is, 
The very glory of her ſex, 
Exceeding any thing in wax; | 
Which proves, 'although you make wry faces, 
That mediums do not alter caſes, 
And, notwithſtanding your pretences, 
That we ſhou'd not believe our ſenſes. 
Then, ſecondly, ye know full well, 
That reaſon is infallible, 
And never ſubject to deceit, 
Unleſs ſenſe does impoſe the cheat. 
Thus ſenſe ſays, things eſcape the ſight, 
Becauſe they're ſmall, which is not right ; 
For reaſon and experience too 
Prove, by demonſtration, tis moſt true. 
It is becauſe objects are great, 
They can't be ſeen at any rate, 
And that it's eaſter, now-a-days, 
Let's &er fo cloſely hark or gaze, 
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To ſee or hear of nought at all, 
Than any great things that befall ; 
Or be it fate, or be't ill-luck, 
Still nothing clever can we brook : 
The world in ſenſe is funk and drown'd, 
And none but little things are found, 
The great are buried and unſeen, 
Or lie conceal'd behind the ſcreen. 

From premiſſes ſo juſt and true, ; 
Concluſions follow in a clue. | 
As firſt, by all your own conceſſions, | 4 
Your catechiſms, and Kirk-confeſſions, 7 
The Pope's allow'd to have no ſenſe; 
And therefore I infer from hence, 
That he infallible muſt be, 
A point ye can't deny to me, 
If ye but minded what I faid, g 
Or liſten'd to the reaſoning thread. 

Again, tis plain to every man, 
There are, o'courſe, more Popes than one, 
Since many gentlemen can cope, 
For ſenſeleſsneſs with Rome's great Pope ; 
Who, tho' they're not ſo high in ſtation, 
Like him have parts and occupation, 
Which they improve ſo rarely well, 
They prove themſelves infallible, 
And may be truſted any where, 
They can't deceive you, never fear; 
For why ? Becauſe, in every feature, 
Senſe is deficient ; as in nature, 
Where the grand-dame met with emunCtions, | 
That marr'd her in ſome of her functions, | 

And 
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; 
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And gain him honour, fame, eſteem, and pelf. | 


A Med'cine, or to cure or kill ; 
And which, its motions if you ſtop, 


No emblem ſurely of the maſs, 


Since men as well as things do change. 


_ Extoll'd to ſuch a high degree, 
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And made her ſpring with ſuch hey-dey, 
She made it up another way. 
Beſides they always are, or toping, 
Or over popiſh books fit moping, 
Until for connoiſſeurs they pals, 
And grow as learn'd as Bala m's als, 
Whom none can vie with, by relation, 
Except the P—pe, for inſpiration, 
Which ſoon will make the ſimpleſt elf | 
Learn'd, as his holineſs himſelf, 


Again it follows, Tranſub ſtanti 
Int, as it's thought, an idle fancy: 
For, if the world ye well ſurvey, 
Ye'll find things changing ev'ry day, 
Nay, running in a conſtant flux, 
As if well powdet'd for the p—x, 
Or purging after /——4d's fine pill, 


Transforms both into pill and drop. 


While wood is different from glaſs, 
And one for t'other cannot pals. | 
Nor ought it to be thought ſo "ny 


He, who of late, with faction fir'd, 


Turns p—tri—t, and is much admir'd, 


And he, who don't regard his word, 
Is paid devotion like a L—d, 


That none is thought ſo great as he, | 
None 
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None deem'd ſo prudent, learn'd, or wiſe, 


None ſuch at leaſt in vulgar eyes: 
But gradually the man decays, 
And feels defects of L——dly praiſe. 
Alack ! inſtead of riſing higher, 
He falls down to. a Country $q—re, 
Who is each fawning fellow's couſin, 
And hunts Whig-foxes by the dozen ; 
From S$q—re, again, down to a cook, 
Who now and then looks in a book, 
And while the jack turns round the ſpit, 
Or cuts a flice, or reads a bit, 
Until he learns (ingenious ſpark !) 
To count threeſcore, and make his mark, 
Ev'n tho' he always muſt be jackiſh, 
Whene'er his gueſts are mortal packiſh. 
The man, again, who was a beggar, 
Thro' ſturdineſs, in filk ſhall ſwagger 
Nor can one ſay, to fing his fame, 
He ever is, one day, the fame, 
But always changes by degrees, 
Till to his utmoſt height he riſe. 
Firſt, like an aſs, he hangs his head, 
And bears his load until ( poor lad !) 
Therewith he is ſeverely maul'd, 
And finds his ſhoulders ſadly gall'd ! 
This will not do, he ſwears by Harry, 
Il buy four-footed aſs, to carry 
What I with two feet cannot bear, 
Suppoſe it coſts me e'er ſo dear. 


His ſtock increaſing more and more, 
Nor aſs with two feet, nor with four, 
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Can do the job, — he opes his purſe, 

To Smithfield goes, and buys a horſe. 

The horſe unable to go thro* 

The work, he next provides him two, 

And ſo from town to town he pales, 

Till neither horſes do, nor aſſes. 

At laſt when neither can perform, 

Thinks he, I'l een live ſnug and warm; 

He takes a houſe, gets cat and dog, 

And next to theſe a plumpiſh hog, 

Immediately claps up a fign, 

Theſe words inſcrib'd, Goods Snperfine. 
The hog's penn'd up behind the door, 
Until it grows a little poor, 

He gets it dreft (but kills it fiſt) «+ 

And feeds until he's like to burſt; 

This done, thanks' heaven with uplift eyes, 

And begs there may be no Excy/e ; 

So off he ſtruts'; —— looks o'er his books, 

And grows as learn'd as John o'Nokes ; 

Then thinks himſelf to be, in ſhort, 

Above K—, P——t, and C—t. 
Nay, he of 'old who wore a knot, 

Owes to his ſhoulders all he's got, 

Who us'd to trudge thro' thick and thin, 

With heavy load a grig to winz 

Walking incurvate, and in fear, 

Crying G---d bleſs you, Sir, take care, 

Intreating ev'ry one, went faſter, 

Oh! do not touch me, my good maſter ; 

(For horſes then were few in number, 


And aſſes only carried lumber) 


Shall 
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Shall now affect to walk upright, 
Altho', ſtill obvious to the fight, 
You may behold, when it is dark, 
Of carriage, which he bore, the mark ; 
Ev'en he, who never ſaw. his picture, 
He was a P---rt--r, might conjecture. 
Yet ſhall the man, from downright aſs, 
Thro' dint of caſh, for a gent paſs; 
And, his original to fcreen, 
Bucephalus ſhall make his fign ; 
Nay, further, ſhall he beau it out, 
With cane and rings, ſhow gay and ſtout, 
Want nothing to complete his airs, 


Except a tilter, which he fears, 

Unbred to uſe it, therefore never wears, 
But, ignorance of this fine art, 
Prevents him not to act what part 
(Or right or wrong) he takes in head, 
Without remorſe, or fear, or dread. 
Too great, cauſe rich, to heed the laws 
Of virtue ;—be't ſaid to his praiſe, 

By dint of logick he can conjure, 

And fairly prove, he does; not injure 
His brother trade, nor commit ſtealth, 
Tho” daily robs him of his, wealth: 
How ſo? you'll ask: why, he will ſay, 
Becauſe he nothing brings away ; 

For thoughts and models, you will find, 
Are only pictures in the mind; 

And while th' objects, which theſe produce, 
Arn't carried off, there's no abuſe. 
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Tho' this I fancy, by the by, 
Will fornication juſtify, 
For, I have heard ſome ſay of late, 
You nothing bring away by that, 
Unleſs thro' raſhneſs, you ſhould hap, 
Unluckily to get a cl-—p. 

There's nothing in the world at all, 
That is one hour identical, 
Nothing that's permanent or ſure, 
Nothing that firmly does endure ; 
Which caus'd a fam'd philoſopher, 
Who in his words did ſeldom err, 


'T*afhrm, there is no man, that ever 


Twice wades, or rides, thro' the ſame river; 


The ſtream is gone which once ran by, 


Another comes, elſe all were dry, 


As is the drunkard's parched throat, 


When, to buy ale, he han't a groat. 
Nay, ev'n the very graſs that grows, 
Is turn'd, as ev'ry body knows, 
Into the fleſh of ſeveral creatures 
Of various ſpecies, ſhapes, and features ; 
To-day it blooms with verdant pomp, 
To-morrow forms. it in a lump; 
Nor can it long its verdure keep, 
It ſoon becomes part of a ſheep, 
E'er many days are paſt, of man, 
Or of his fleſh, which is all -one, 
The reaſon why ſome are fo ſheepiſh, 
Such heavy D—ces,—and ſtill hippiſh, 
Like D-—, who oft feeds on mutton, 
And values not the C-—t a button; 
| Since 
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Since when purſu'd, he can run O'er, 
For ſafety, to a foreign ſhore, 
A trick which ſome have play'd before. 

This thought, that nothing's long the ſame, 
Shews, that it's hard to prove a claim 
To goods or chattels, houſe or home, 

To wife or miſtreſs, bed or room. 

And hence it comes, thro' all the nation, 
We have ſuch proofs of fornication : 
Youngſters, altho' *tis ſeldom known, 
Miſtake the maids beds for their own, 
Nor ſee their error, they're ſo ſhallow, 

Till they fall flat o'er a bedfellow, 


And tumble down as in a coal-pit, 

Juſt like a N---c---n in a P--Ip-t; 

When longer on he cannot paſs, 

He lays the blame upon the baſs, 

As if the ſtoppage, or the blunder, 

Was owing to the thing lay under. 
Thus if Dices wife, when he's abroad, 

But coughs a-bed (tis ſomewhat odd!) 

Tack Dapper roundly ſwears, egad, 

His mate already down is laid: 

He calls to her, Im coming, dear, 

I ſtay but for a draught of beer, 

This drank, Ill come—ſo, to her goes; 

Without miſtruſt, throws off his cloaths, 

Lies down, nor eer diſcerns the cheat, 

Until perhaps tis broad day-light ; 

Evn tho Dick's wife has longer legs, 

He never queſtions but they're Peggs; 


E | And 
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And ſo betwixt em both together, 
A child is got, and Dzc#'s the eee 


Be ſure he is; — and at its birth, 
There's nought but banqueting and mink; 


G--d keep it (with 4 buſs) cries one, 
He is indeed his dad's own ſon ; — 
Ay, marry is it, ſays another,. 
It has no features of its mother; 
Bleſs me !—but. did you ever ſee, 
Two noſes ſo exactly 'gree? 
As like pappa he is (L--d love him!) 
As if the dear were cut out of him. 

From what's been ſaid, I could draw cargoes, 
Of 1dev's, . and Ergo's, 
But really I don't love Imbargo's. 

"Tis juſt enough to. fay, that penance 
Is not againſt the G--ſp--] canons, 
That croſſing too, and Purgatory, 
Are things ye daily fee before ye; 
And as for right good holy water, 
Tis what maids ev'ry morning ſcatter, 
In ev'ry country, place, or land, 
Before they take their beads in hand ; 
And tho' they make it ſomewhat warm, 
When well deſign'd, it does no harm. 
So now, it you've maturely weigh'd, 
The ſubſtance of what I have ſaid, 
You'll own, I'm ſure, at leaſt I hope, 
The true religion of the P pe; 
Nor ever dare to ſpeak, much leſs 
'To rail againſt his Holineſs. 


Ye've 
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Ve' ve made no Proſelytes but ane, 
And ſhe, you'll find, will ſoon be gone; 
When once a skillful Prieſt has try'd her, 
She'll prove, what ye call a Back-ſlider. 
So it fell out, for the next day 
A holy father came our way, 
The female convert took to task, 
And ſeveral queſtions her did ask; 
Mounted her tub, by way of roſtrum, 
And then diſpens'd his ſov'rain noſtrum. 
Without &'er mentioning the text, 
I ſhall juſt tell you what came next. 


Quoth he, I beg that you may turn, 
It is a woful caſe to burn, 
Moſt lamentable, that's moſt ſure! 
Think'ſt thou, can fleſh and blood endure ? — 
No; 'tis as bad as Purgatory !— 
They'll tell you *tis an idle ſtory ; 
Ne'er mind, my girl - oh! be perſuaded; 
I am cock-ſure;——you can't evade it 
For G—d fake take the advice I give, 
'Tis for your good — tis, as I hve: 
Vou'll be at laſt the greateſt winner, — 
I've no bad end, —as I'm a ſinner ;— 
Do, — do, — and on bare knees I'll pray, 
You ſhall be in a better way; 
You ſhall—you muſt—Cried ſhe, hoot —hoot, 
cannot will not—muſt not do't ; 
For I've a p—ck—-ticks i' my conſcience ; 
I tell you now-—'tis down-right nonſenſe ; 
It is; — ſee there, —you've broke the ſtrainer, 
Now—whether's you—or I—the gainer ? 


I always 


I always left it i che tub, 


Whene'er twas clean — i=l bub, 


A thouſand times, at leaſt, have waſh'd it, 
And now—a P--piſh Pr--ſt has ſmaſh'd it! 
O lud, O lud—what ſhall I do! 


Now —evry thing ocourſe goes thro 


It will ;——oh !——prithee don't——contend it; 
There's not a man on earth, can—mend it; 
Give oer get out dont be ſo apiſh, — 

I ſwear, then—I will be a Papiſh ;— 

I will, I will ;—oh! oh! oh! rot him, — 


 Zooks! he'll drive out my tubby's bottom, — 


Did I Cer fee ſuch a great beaſt 
Take me but he's an Triſb Prieſt ! 


Quoth he, that's true, my dear, you know; 


Quoth ſhe, but how coud ſt ſerve me {o ? 
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